way a ludicrous anecdote is told. Unce Jidwarci iviins, coming to summon him to breakfast, was answered from within, that he must burst open the door, as his intended guest was unable to rise. He was, in fact, struggling to extricate himself from the ticking of his bed, into which, in the extreme cold, he had crawled, having surrendered his blankets to a poor woman who, on the preceding night, had vanquished him with a pitiful story.
On the 27th February, 1749, he was admitted to the degree of Bachelor of Arts, and his college days came to an end.    One of the relics of this epoch, z. folio Scapula, scrawled liberally with signatures and " promises to pay," was, in 1837, in the possession of his first biographer, Prior.    He also left his autograph on one of the panes of No. 35.    When, fifty years ago, the old garrets disappeared, this treasure was transferred to the manuscript room of Trinity College, where it remains.    But perhaps the most significant memorial of his Dublin life is to be found in a passage from one of his later letters to his brother Henry.    " The reasons you have given me for breeding up your son a scholar ore judicious and convincing. ... If he be assiduous, and divested of strong passions, (for passions in youth always lead to pleasure,) he may do very well in your college; for it must be owned, that the industrious poor have good encourage-